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KONDUGA DREAMS
PART 1
KUBRA’S ERRAND
2014

In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
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would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
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eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
Malam Balarabe’s little kiosk was perched on the left side of the Al-Alqsa Mosque. The
kiosk was open, but I didn’t see the usual moonlike curve of the Malam’s black crocheted kuficapped head at the window and he hadn’t yet turned on the light in his kiosk. The Call to Prayer
would sound in seven minutes. Perhaps, he was busy at the backyard, I thought. I resolved to
wait for him until 6 P.M. just in case he showed up to lock up his shop before heading for his
prayers.
But then I saw three men seated inside a Nissan Toyota parked very close to the kiosk.
Two of the men wore beards that pointed south, east, west, while the third man wore a stretch
hood dust mask that covered his head, his nose and his chin. I thought they were also waiting to
buy something from Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. But a few moments later, they jumped out of their
car, with a long duffle bag slung across the driver’s shoulder. They hastened across the street and
burst into our house! I wished Mother had bolted the door after I had left. I hoped she and
Danladi and Mama Lakhmi were safe and wished I were there to see what the men wanted. I
hoped they weren’t robbers.
I thought it wouldn’t hurt to snoop around the men’s vehicle, peek through the windows.
After all, they had just rushed into our house. It wouldn’t hurt to know a little about them in case
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I had to alert the police. When I reached the car, the first thing I saw on the driver’s seat was a
stuffed dachshund laying on its side.
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.

4

Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
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“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
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Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
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“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
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the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
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Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
Malam Balarabe’s little kiosk was perched on the left side of the Al-Alqsa Mosque. The
kiosk was open, but I didn’t see the usual moonlike curve of the Malam’s black crocheted kuficapped head at the window and he hadn’t yet turned on the light in his kiosk. The Call to Prayer
would sound in seven minutes. Perhaps, he was busy at the backyard, I thought. I resolved to
wait for him until 6 P.M. just in case he showed up to lock up his shop before heading for his
prayers.
But then I saw three men seated inside a Nissan Toyota parked very close to the kiosk.
Two of the men wore beards that pointed south, east, west, while the third man wore a stretch
hood dust mask that covered his head, his nose and his chin. I thought they were also waiting to
buy something from Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. But a few moments later, they jumped out of their
car, with a long duffle bag slung across the driver’s shoulder. They hastened across the street and
burst into our house! I wished Mother had bolted the door after I had left. I hoped she and
Danladi and Mama Lakhmi were safe and wished I were there to see what the men wanted. I
hoped they weren’t robbers.
I thought it wouldn’t hurt to snoop around the men’s vehicle, peek through the windows.
After all, they had just rushed into our house. It wouldn’t hurt to know a little about them in case
I had to alert the police. When I reached the car, the first thing I saw on the driver’s seat was a
stuffed dachshund laying on its side.
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
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seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
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neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
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passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
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offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
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twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
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Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
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Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
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“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
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Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
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“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
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Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
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“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
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My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
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“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
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In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
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Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
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Malam Balarabe’s little kiosk was perched on the left side of the Al-Alqsa Mosque. The
kiosk was open, but I didn’t see the usual moonlike curve of the Malam’s black crocheted kuficapped head at the window and he hadn’t yet turned on the light in his kiosk. The Call to Prayer
would sound in seven minutes. Perhaps, he was busy at the backyard, I thought. I resolved to
wait for him until 6 P.M. just in case he showed up to lock up his shop before heading for his
prayers.
But then I saw three men seated inside a Nissan Toyota parked very close to the kiosk.
Two of the men wore beards that pointed south, east, west, while the third man wore a stretch
hood dust mask that covered his head, his nose and his chin. I thought they were also waiting to
buy something from Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. But a few moments later, they jumped out of their
car, with a long duffle bag slung across the driver’s shoulder. They hastened across the street and
burst into our house! I wished Mother had bolted the door after I had left. I hoped she and
Danladi and Mama Lakhmi were safe and wished I were there to see what the men wanted. I
hoped they weren’t robbers.
I thought it wouldn’t hurt to snoop around the men’s vehicle, peek through the windows.
After all, they had just rushed into our house. It wouldn’t hurt to know a little about them in case
I had to alert the police. When I reached the car, the first thing I saw on the driver’s seat was a
stuffed dachshund laying on its side.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
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the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
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would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
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eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
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would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
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offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
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twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
Malam Balarabe’s little kiosk was perched on the left side of the Al-Alqsa Mosque. The
kiosk was open, but I didn’t see the usual moonlike curve of the Malam’s black crocheted kuficapped head at the window and he hadn’t yet turned on the light in his kiosk. The Call to Prayer
would sound in seven minutes. Perhaps, he was busy at the backyard, I thought. I resolved to
wait for him until 6 P.M. just in case he showed up to lock up his shop before heading for his
prayers.
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But then I saw three men seated inside a Nissan Toyota parked very close to the kiosk.
Two of the men wore beards that pointed south, east, west, while the third man wore a stretch
hood dust mask that covered his head, his nose and his chin. I thought they were also waiting to
buy something from Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. But a few moments later, they jumped out of their
car, with a long duffle bag slung across the driver’s shoulder. They hastened across the street and
burst into our house! I wished Mother had bolted the door after I had left. I hoped she and
Danladi and Mama Lakhmi were safe and wished I were there to see what the men wanted. I
hoped they weren’t robbers.
I thought it wouldn’t hurt to snoop around the men’s vehicle, peek through the windows.
After all, they had just rushed into our house. It wouldn’t hurt to know a little about them in case
I had to alert the police. When I reached the car, the first thing I saw on the driver’s seat was a
stuffed dachshund laying on its side.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
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Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
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the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
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“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
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My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
Malam Balarabe’s little kiosk was perched on the left side of the Al-Alqsa Mosque. The
kiosk was open, but I didn’t see the usual moonlike curve of the Malam’s black crocheted kuficapped head at the window and he hadn’t yet turned on the light in his kiosk. The Call to Prayer
would sound in seven minutes. Perhaps, he was busy at the backyard, I thought. I resolved to
wait for him until 6 P.M. just in case he showed up to lock up his shop before heading for his
prayers.
But then I saw three men seated inside a Nissan Toyota parked very close to the kiosk.
Two of the men wore beards that pointed south, east, west, while the third man wore a stretch
hood dust mask that covered his head, his nose and his chin. I thought they were also waiting to
buy something from Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. But a few moments later, they jumped out of their
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car, with a long duffle bag slung across the driver’s shoulder. They hastened across the street and
burst into our house! I wished Mother had bolted the door after I had left. I hoped she and
Danladi and Mama Lakhmi were safe and wished I were there to see what the men wanted. I
hoped they weren’t robbers.
I thought it wouldn’t hurt to snoop around the men’s vehicle, peek through the windows.
After all, they had just rushed into our house. It wouldn’t hurt to know a little about them in case
I had to alert the police. When I reached the car, the first thing I saw on the driver’s seat was a
stuffed dachshund laying on its side.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
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That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
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Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.

41

That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
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Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
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That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
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Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
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That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
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Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
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That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
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Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
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That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
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would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
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eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
Malam Balarabe’s little kiosk was perched on the left side of the Al-Alqsa Mosque. The
kiosk was open, but I didn’t see the usual moonlike curve of the Malam’s black crocheted kuficapped head at the window and he hadn’t yet turned on the light in his kiosk. The Call to Prayer
would sound in seven minutes. Perhaps, he was busy at the backyard, I thought. I resolved to
wait for him until 6 P.M. just in case he showed up to lock up his shop before heading for his
prayers.
But then I saw three men seated inside a Nissan Toyota parked very close to the kiosk.
Two of the men wore beards that pointed south, east, west, while the third man wore a stretch
hood dust mask that covered his head, his nose and his chin. I thought they were also waiting to
buy something from Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. But a few moments later, they jumped out of their
car, with a long duffle bag slung across the driver’s shoulder. They hastened across the street and
burst into our house! I wished Mother had bolted the door after I had left. I hoped she and
Danladi and Mama Lakhmi were safe and wished I were there to see what the men wanted. I
hoped they weren’t robbers.
I thought it wouldn’t hurt to snoop around the men’s vehicle, peek through the windows.
After all, they had just rushed into our house. It wouldn’t hurt to know a little about them in case
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I had to alert the police. When I reached the car, the first thing I saw on the driver’s seat was a
stuffed dachshund laying on its side.
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
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Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
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“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
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Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
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“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
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Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
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“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
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Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
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the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.

61

Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
Malam Balarabe’s little kiosk was perched on the left side of the Al-Alqsa Mosque. The
kiosk was open, but I didn’t see the usual moonlike curve of the Malam’s black crocheted kuficapped head at the window and he hadn’t yet turned on the light in his kiosk. The Call to Prayer
would sound in seven minutes. Perhaps, he was busy at the backyard, I thought. I resolved to
wait for him until 6 P.M. just in case he showed up to lock up his shop before heading for his
prayers.
But then I saw three men seated inside a Nissan Toyota parked very close to the kiosk.
Two of the men wore beards that pointed south, east, west, while the third man wore a stretch
hood dust mask that covered his head, his nose and his chin. I thought they were also waiting to
buy something from Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. But a few moments later, they jumped out of their
car, with a long duffle bag slung across the driver’s shoulder. They hastened across the street and
burst into our house! I wished Mother had bolted the door after I had left. I hoped she and
Danladi and Mama Lakhmi were safe and wished I were there to see what the men wanted. I
hoped they weren’t robbers.
I thought it wouldn’t hurt to snoop around the men’s vehicle, peek through the windows.
After all, they had just rushed into our house. It wouldn’t hurt to know a little about them in case
I had to alert the police. When I reached the car, the first thing I saw on the driver’s seat was a
stuffed dachshund laying on its side.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
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The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
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of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
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The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
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of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
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The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
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of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
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The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
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of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
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The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
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of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
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That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
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Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
Malam Balarabe’s little kiosk was perched on the left side of the Al-Alqsa Mosque. The
kiosk was open, but I didn’t see the usual moonlike curve of the Malam’s black crocheted kuficapped head at the window and he hadn’t yet turned on the light in his kiosk. The Call to Prayer
would sound in seven minutes. Perhaps, he was busy at the backyard, I thought. I resolved to
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wait for him until 6 P.M. just in case he showed up to lock up his shop before heading for his
prayers.
But then I saw three men seated inside a Nissan Toyota parked very close to the kiosk.
Two of the men wore beards that pointed south, east, west, while the third man wore a stretch
hood dust mask that covered his head, his nose and his chin. I thought they were also waiting to
buy something from Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. But a few moments later, they jumped out of their
car, with a long duffle bag slung across the driver’s shoulder. They hastened across the street and
burst into our house! I wished Mother had bolted the door after I had left. I hoped she and
Danladi and Mama Lakhmi were safe and wished I were there to see what the men wanted. I
hoped they weren’t robbers.
I thought it wouldn’t hurt to snoop around the men’s vehicle, peek through the windows.
After all, they had just rushed into our house. It wouldn’t hurt to know a little about them in case
I had to alert the police. When I reached the car, the first thing I saw on the driver’s seat was a
stuffed dachshund laying on its side.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
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from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
Malam Balarabe’s little kiosk was perched on the left side of the Al-Alqsa Mosque. The
kiosk was open, but I didn’t see the usual moonlike curve of the Malam’s black crocheted kuficapped head at the window and he hadn’t yet turned on the light in his kiosk. The Call to Prayer
would sound in seven minutes. Perhaps, he was busy at the backyard, I thought. I resolved to
wait for him until 6 P.M. just in case he showed up to lock up his shop before heading for his
prayers.
But then I saw three men seated inside a Nissan Toyota parked very close to the kiosk.
Two of the men wore beards that pointed south, east, west, while the third man wore a stretch
hood dust mask that covered his head, his nose and his chin. I thought they were also waiting to
buy something from Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. But a few moments later, they jumped out of their
car, with a long duffle bag slung across the driver’s shoulder. They hastened across the street and
burst into our house! I wished Mother had bolted the door after I had left. I hoped she and
Danladi and Mama Lakhmi were safe and wished I were there to see what the men wanted. I
hoped they weren’t robbers.
I thought it wouldn’t hurt to snoop around the men’s vehicle, peek through the windows.
After all, they had just rushed into our house. It wouldn’t hurt to know a little about them in case
I had to alert the police. When I reached the car, the first thing I saw on the driver’s seat was a
stuffed dachshund laying on its side.
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In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
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Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
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In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
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Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
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Malam Balarabe’s little kiosk was perched on the left side of the Al-Alqsa Mosque. The
kiosk was open, but I didn’t see the usual moonlike curve of the Malam’s black crocheted kuficapped head at the window and he hadn’t yet turned on the light in his kiosk. The Call to Prayer
would sound in seven minutes. Perhaps, he was busy at the backyard, I thought. I resolved to
wait for him until 6 P.M. just in case he showed up to lock up his shop before heading for his
prayers.
But then I saw three men seated inside a Nissan Toyota parked very close to the kiosk.
Two of the men wore beards that pointed south, east, west, while the third man wore a stretch
hood dust mask that covered his head, his nose and his chin. I thought they were also waiting to
buy something from Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. But a few moments later, they jumped out of their
car, with a long duffle bag slung across the driver’s shoulder. They hastened across the street and
burst into our house! I wished Mother had bolted the door after I had left. I hoped she and
Danladi and Mama Lakhmi were safe and wished I were there to see what the men wanted. I
hoped they weren’t robbers.
I thought it wouldn’t hurt to snoop around the men’s vehicle, peek through the windows.
After all, they had just rushed into our house. It wouldn’t hurt to know a little about them in case
I had to alert the police. When I reached the car, the first thing I saw on the driver’s seat was a
stuffed dachshund laying on its side.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
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neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
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passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
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offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
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twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
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Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
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Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
Malam Balarabe’s little kiosk was perched on the left side of the Al-Alqsa Mosque. The
kiosk was open, but I didn’t see the usual moonlike curve of the Malam’s black crocheted kuficapped head at the window and he hadn’t yet turned on the light in his kiosk. The Call to Prayer
would sound in seven minutes. Perhaps, he was busy at the backyard, I thought. I resolved to
wait for him until 6 P.M. just in case he showed up to lock up his shop before heading for his
prayers.
But then I saw three men seated inside a Nissan Toyota parked very close to the kiosk.
Two of the men wore beards that pointed south, east, west, while the third man wore a stretch
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hood dust mask that covered his head, his nose and his chin. I thought they were also waiting to
buy something from Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. But a few moments later, they jumped out of their
car, with a long duffle bag slung across the driver’s shoulder. They hastened across the street and
burst into our house! I wished Mother had bolted the door after I had left. I hoped she and
Danladi and Mama Lakhmi were safe and wished I were there to see what the men wanted. I
hoped they weren’t robbers.
I thought it wouldn’t hurt to snoop around the men’s vehicle, peek through the windows.
After all, they had just rushed into our house. It wouldn’t hurt to know a little about them in case
I had to alert the police. When I reached the car, the first thing I saw on the driver’s seat was a
stuffed dachshund laying on its side.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
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seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
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seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
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entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
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neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
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passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
Malam Balarabe’s little kiosk was perched on the left side of the Al-Alqsa Mosque. The
kiosk was open, but I didn’t see the usual moonlike curve of the Malam’s black crocheted kuficapped head at the window and he hadn’t yet turned on the light in his kiosk. The Call to Prayer
would sound in seven minutes. Perhaps, he was busy at the backyard, I thought. I resolved to
wait for him until 6 P.M. just in case he showed up to lock up his shop before heading for his
prayers.
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But then I saw three men seated inside a Nissan Toyota parked very close to the kiosk.
Two of the men wore beards that pointed south, east, west, while the third man wore a stretch
hood dust mask that covered his head, his nose and his chin. I thought they were also waiting to
buy something from Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. But a few moments later, they jumped out of their
car, with a long duffle bag slung across the driver’s shoulder. They hastened across the street and
burst into our house! I wished Mother had bolted the door after I had left. I hoped she and
Danladi and Mama Lakhmi were safe and wished I were there to see what the men wanted. I
hoped they weren’t robbers.
I thought it wouldn’t hurt to snoop around the men’s vehicle, peek through the windows.
After all, they had just rushed into our house. It wouldn’t hurt to know a little about them in case
I had to alert the police. When I reached the car, the first thing I saw on the driver’s seat was a
stuffed dachshund laying on its side.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
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Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”

95

“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
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My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
Malam Balarabe’s little kiosk was perched on the left side of the Al-Alqsa Mosque. The
kiosk was open, but I didn’t see the usual moonlike curve of the Malam’s black crocheted kuficapped head at the window and he hadn’t yet turned on the light in his kiosk. The Call to Prayer
would sound in seven minutes. Perhaps, he was busy at the backyard, I thought. I resolved to
wait for him until 6 P.M. just in case he showed up to lock up his shop before heading for his
prayers.
But then I saw three men seated inside a Nissan Toyota parked very close to the kiosk.
Two of the men wore beards that pointed south, east, west, while the third man wore a stretch
hood dust mask that covered his head, his nose and his chin. I thought they were also waiting to
buy something from Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. But a few moments later, they jumped out of their
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car, with a long duffle bag slung across the driver’s shoulder. They hastened across the street and
burst into our house! I wished Mother had bolted the door after I had left. I hoped she and
Danladi and Mama Lakhmi were safe and wished I were there to see what the men wanted. I
hoped they weren’t robbers.
I thought it wouldn’t hurt to snoop around the men’s vehicle, peek through the windows.
After all, they had just rushed into our house. It wouldn’t hurt to know a little about them in case
I had to alert the police. When I reached the car, the first thing I saw on the driver’s seat was a
stuffed dachshund laying on its side.
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
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explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.

99

That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
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Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
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Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
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leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
Malam Balarabe’s little kiosk was perched on the left side of the Al-Alqsa Mosque. The
kiosk was open, but I didn’t see the usual moonlike curve of the Malam’s black crocheted kuficapped head at the window and he hadn’t yet turned on the light in his kiosk. The Call to Prayer
would sound in seven minutes. Perhaps, he was busy at the backyard, I thought. I resolved to
wait for him until 6 P.M. just in case he showed up to lock up his shop before heading for his
prayers.
But then I saw three men seated inside a Nissan Toyota parked very close to the kiosk.
Two of the men wore beards that pointed south, east, west, while the third man wore a stretch
hood dust mask that covered his head, his nose and his chin. I thought they were also waiting to
buy something from Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. But a few moments later, they jumped out of their
car, with a long duffle bag slung across the driver’s shoulder. They hastened across the street and
burst into our house! I wished Mother had bolted the door after I had left. I hoped she and
Danladi and Mama Lakhmi were safe and wished I were there to see what the men wanted. I
hoped they weren’t robbers.
I thought it wouldn’t hurt to snoop around the men’s vehicle, peek through the windows.
After all, they had just rushed into our house. It wouldn’t hurt to know a little about them in case
I had to alert the police. When I reached the car, the first thing I saw on the driver’s seat was a
stuffed dachshund laying on its side.
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My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
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“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
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My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
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“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
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In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
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Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
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Malam Balarabe’s little kiosk was perched on the left side of the Al-Alqsa Mosque. The
kiosk was open, but I didn’t see the usual moonlike curve of the Malam’s black crocheted kuficapped head at the window and he hadn’t yet turned on the light in his kiosk. The Call to Prayer
would sound in seven minutes. Perhaps, he was busy at the backyard, I thought. I resolved to
wait for him until 6 P.M. just in case he showed up to lock up his shop before heading for his
prayers.
But then I saw three men seated inside a Nissan Toyota parked very close to the kiosk.
Two of the men wore beards that pointed south, east, west, while the third man wore a stretch
hood dust mask that covered his head, his nose and his chin. I thought they were also waiting to
buy something from Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. But a few moments later, they jumped out of their
car, with a long duffle bag slung across the driver’s shoulder. They hastened across the street and
burst into our house! I wished Mother had bolted the door after I had left. I hoped she and
Danladi and Mama Lakhmi were safe and wished I were there to see what the men wanted. I
hoped they weren’t robbers.
I thought it wouldn’t hurt to snoop around the men’s vehicle, peek through the windows.
After all, they had just rushed into our house. It wouldn’t hurt to know a little about them in case
I had to alert the police. When I reached the car, the first thing I saw on the driver’s seat was a
stuffed dachshund laying on its side.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
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That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
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Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
Malam Balarabe’s little kiosk was perched on the left side of the Al-Alqsa Mosque. The
kiosk was open, but I didn’t see the usual moonlike curve of the Malam’s black crocheted kuficapped head at the window and he hadn’t yet turned on the light in his kiosk. The Call to Prayer
would sound in seven minutes. Perhaps, he was busy at the backyard, I thought. I resolved to
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wait for him until 6 P.M. just in case he showed up to lock up his shop before heading for his
prayers.
But then I saw three men seated inside a Nissan Toyota parked very close to the kiosk.
Two of the men wore beards that pointed south, east, west, while the third man wore a stretch
hood dust mask that covered his head, his nose and his chin. I thought they were also waiting to
buy something from Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. But a few moments later, they jumped out of their
car, with a long duffle bag slung across the driver’s shoulder. They hastened across the street and
burst into our house! I wished Mother had bolted the door after I had left. I hoped she and
Danladi and Mama Lakhmi were safe and wished I were there to see what the men wanted. I
hoped they weren’t robbers.
I thought it wouldn’t hurt to snoop around the men’s vehicle, peek through the windows.
After all, they had just rushed into our house. It wouldn’t hurt to know a little about them in case
I had to alert the police. When I reached the car, the first thing I saw on the driver’s seat was a
stuffed dachshund laying on its side.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
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Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
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the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
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Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
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the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
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Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
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“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
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My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
Malam Balarabe’s little kiosk was perched on the left side of the Al-Alqsa Mosque. The
kiosk was open, but I didn’t see the usual moonlike curve of the Malam’s black crocheted kuficapped head at the window and he hadn’t yet turned on the light in his kiosk. The Call to Prayer
would sound in seven minutes. Perhaps, he was busy at the backyard, I thought. I resolved to
wait for him until 6 P.M. just in case he showed up to lock up his shop before heading for his
prayers.
But then I saw three men seated inside a Nissan Toyota parked very close to the kiosk.
Two of the men wore beards that pointed south, east, west, while the third man wore a stretch
hood dust mask that covered his head, his nose and his chin. I thought they were also waiting to
buy something from Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. But a few moments later, they jumped out of their
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car, with a long duffle bag slung across the driver’s shoulder. They hastened across the street and
burst into our house! I wished Mother had bolted the door after I had left. I hoped she and
Danladi and Mama Lakhmi were safe and wished I were there to see what the men wanted. I
hoped they weren’t robbers.
I thought it wouldn’t hurt to snoop around the men’s vehicle, peek through the windows.
After all, they had just rushed into our house. It wouldn’t hurt to know a little about them in case
I had to alert the police. When I reached the car, the first thing I saw on the driver’s seat was a
stuffed dachshund laying on its side.
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
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explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
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That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of

123

Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.

124

That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
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Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
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That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
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Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
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That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
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Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
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That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
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Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
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That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
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Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
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That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
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Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
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That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
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Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
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That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
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Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
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That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of

141

Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
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That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
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Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
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That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
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Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
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That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
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Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
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That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
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Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
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That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
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Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
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Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
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leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
Malam Balarabe’s little kiosk was perched on the left side of the Al-Alqsa Mosque. The
kiosk was open, but I didn’t see the usual moonlike curve of the Malam’s black crocheted kuficapped head at the window and he hadn’t yet turned on the light in his kiosk. The Call to Prayer
would sound in seven minutes. Perhaps, he was busy at the backyard, I thought. I resolved to
wait for him until 6 P.M. just in case he showed up to lock up his shop before heading for his
prayers.
But then I saw three men seated inside a Nissan Toyota parked very close to the kiosk.
Two of the men wore beards that pointed south, east, west, while the third man wore a stretch
hood dust mask that covered his head, his nose and his chin. I thought they were also waiting to
buy something from Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. But a few moments later, they jumped out of their
car, with a long duffle bag slung across the driver’s shoulder. They hastened across the street and
burst into our house! I wished Mother had bolted the door after I had left. I hoped she and
Danladi and Mama Lakhmi were safe and wished I were there to see what the men wanted. I
hoped they weren’t robbers.
I thought it wouldn’t hurt to snoop around the men’s vehicle, peek through the windows.
After all, they had just rushed into our house. It wouldn’t hurt to know a little about them in case
I had to alert the police. When I reached the car, the first thing I saw on the driver’s seat was a
stuffed dachshund laying on its side.
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My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
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“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
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My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
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“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.

158

My judgment on the case: whether twenty-two, twenty-five or sixty, the fact was that
people had died when they had no business dying. I shut the door after me.
The sun had sunk beyond the horizon of the stretch of rusted aluminum roofs but still left
a deep orange halo in the darkening blue sky. All I could perceive in the air was petrol. Someone
seemed to have doused every corner of the street with fuel because there were dark patches on
the asphalt road and on the red clay sands on the sides of the road. Fumes in the air peppered my
eyes and caused them to water as I crossed the street toward Malam Balarabe’s kiosk. Even the
dirt water that trickled along the street’s open gutters was filmy. Perhaps, a vehicle with a fuel
leak had driven by. Up the street, an abandoned armored tank recaptured by the Nigerian military
from the weasels had its barrel pointing down the street. Several armed military men were
searching a house up the street and questioning the residents about their links to the weasels.
Another group of military men were stationed down the street. Only a few passers-by were out in
the street, which was quite unusual.
In early March the year before, when I was killed by a rocket propelled grenade, I didn’t
know who fired the grenade—whether the military or the weasels that abduct women and young
girls and live in shacks and tin bunkers in the Sahelian forests.
That Friday evening of my death, I was fixing the tyres I had cut out from my old flip
flop slippers onto the cardboard truck I had made for my little brother, Danladi. Then our
neighbor, Mama Lakhmi, who lived three houses away from ours, visited Mother and Mother
offered to serve her refreshments. Even though Mama Lakhmi initially turned down the offer,
Mother still insisted and then the woman finally agreed to drink Sprite. And Mother said,
“Kubra, take this money, go to Malam Balarabe’s kiosk and buy Sprite for Mama Lakhmi. And
don’t be long.”
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“I want Fanta,” said Danladi. He was six years old and had just started primary one the
term before. I wanted Fanta, too, but I didn’t say anything about it because I hoped to drink out
of Danladi’s when I poured it into a cup for him. Also, in the past, Mother had disciplined me for
seizing the opportunity to make my own requests for refreshments when we sometimes
entertained guests in our home. “It shows poor child training, and makes you a long-throat,” she
would say. Well, I thought she needed to give Danladi that kind of training soon enough because
I remembered receiving my first warning at age six.
Mother gave me an extra fifty naira, in addition to the first, to buy a bottle of Fanta along
with the Sprite.
Before I left the sitting room, Danladi was excitedly pulling his truck on its short leash,
which happened to be the black lace from my old sneakers, to the corner of the sitting room by
the window. “Po-po-po-po-poo, army-army. Clerout. Clerout,” he ordered some invisible street
urchins and stragglers as he played army truck chase, his favorite game.
Mother and Mama Lakhmi were arguing about the number of people that had died in the
car bombing case in Kano a month before. A Volkswagen Golf that had been loaded with
explosives and driven by some terrorists zoomed toward the five buses packed with a lot of
Christians that were travelling to the east and the south of the country. The car struck one of the
buses and exploded and a roaring fire spread to the remaining buses which still had many
passengers trapped inside them. Mama Lakhmi said people said the number of casualties were
twenty-five but the BBC news in Hausa reporters announced that twenty-two people had died.
Mother said it was written in the local Vanguard Newspaper that sixty people were involved in
the terror act.
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